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As the door clicked shut behind him, Nikki sighed heavily, flicking on the lights to illuminate the derelict house 
he called home. Walking further into the living room, he tossed a handful of papers onto the coffee table 
before gently placing the cat carrier in his grip on the ground Releasing the latch on the carrier, Nikki flopped 
back onto the couch, pressing his fists into his eyes. 


It only took a moment for a solid weight to land on his chest. Moving one hand, Nikki eyed the long-haired 
tabby staring back at him with one bright blue eye. Huffing, he picked the cat up, lifting her above his head so 
he could stare blankly up at her. 


"You whore," he deadpanned. "You dumb slut. How did this happen? | raised you better than this." 
The cat blinked at him. 


Nikki groaned, "Goddammit, Holly, | can't stay mad at you," he grumbled, placing the cat back down onto his 
chest. Once released, she quickly curled up right beneath his chin, Nikki sputtering as long fur got in his mouth, 
but relaxing as the cat started purring against him. Stroking his pet softly, Nikki stared at the ceiling and 


contemplated his situation. 


Why the fuck hadn't he gotten her spayed? 


Oh, that's right, he thought as he turned to glance at the bill on the coffee table. It was because he was 
broke as fuck, and vets were expensive as hell, and even with a payment plan this single morning appointment 
was going to fuck up his budget for the next month at least. God, he was not equipped for this. 


Suddenly, the cat on his chest perked up, sitting up and looking towards the back door. Turning to follow her 
gaze, Nikki sat up abruptly, sending the cat jumping away. 


"YOUII" He snarled, eyes locking with the sleek black cat pawing at the sliding glass door that led out into the 
overgrown box of space that had been called a backyard on craigslist. Lurching from his seat, Nikki stormed 
over to glare down at the animal, "This is your fault, | just know it," he muttered. He had seen this cat hanging 
around before, and had seen it wandering in the yard with Holly a few times. Right on cue, the tabby trotted 


up to the window, meowing to be let outside. 


Narrowing his eyes, he shooed her away, "Oh no, | don't think so. You are grounded, young lady." He turned back 
to the black cat still staring after his baby, eyeing the neon green collar around his neck, "Alright, let's see 
who | need to fuck up," he grumbled, unlocking the door and slipping outside. Kneeling down to try to read the 
cat's tag, the cat darted out of his reach. Frowning, Nikki took another step forward, only for the cat to jump 


away again Groaning, he threw his arms in the air, "Oh come on!" 


In the back of his mind, Nikki knew it was ridiculous to go chasing after a cat that may or may not have 
gotten his own cat knocked up. But hey, it wasn't like he had anything else to do today, and he really wanted 


someone to blame for all this, so fuck it. He was chasing this cat. 


Of course, the cat had to lead him up the street, climbing the stupid steep ass hill Nikki lived on. Which was 
bad enough on its own, until the cat led him over the hill. He sighed heavily, running a hand through his hair as 
he looked down the street from the top of the incline. It was almost comical the way the two sides of the hill 
contrasted each other. On Nikki's side, the houses were in various levels of disrepair, the street cracked and 
full of potholes, the occasional drug deal taking place nonchalantly outside of the drugstore on the bottom 
corner. Meanwhile, on the other side, the lawns were bright and well maintained, houses with fresh coats of 


paint and a fucking park at the bottom with happy families laughing and playing. 


Figures his cat would shack up with an upper class feline. He was going to have words with her when he got 


home. 


The upper class feline in question was sitting a few feet away, looking at Nikki lazily as if he was waiting for 
him. Nikki hated going into this neighborhood- he felt so out of place, with his shaggy black hair, piercings, 
tattoos, and tattered clothing that was held together with safety pins and spite. Even his fucking shoes were 
duck taped together. But he was determined, and so he approached the cat again, unsurprised but still annoyed 


when it once again kept a few feet in front of him. 


However, it didn't take long for the cat to trot into one of the yards, casting one last look at Nikki before 
darting in through a cat door installed in the front door. Steeling himself, Nikki stalked up to the door and 
pounded on it without hesitation. Even if he couldn't shake the cat's owner down for money, he at least wanted 
to vent some of his frustration and goddamn it he was going to let this person have it. 

In all honesty, he was expecting some middle aged suburbanite who probably worked in a bank or something. So 
he was admittedly caught off guard when loud footsteps rushed to the door, throwing it open and revealing a 
kid who couldn't be older than Nikki was. He was tall and lanky, long, dark brown hair flying wildly around his 
head, and a few tattoos dotting his arms. Tight leopard print pants left little to the imagination and it looked like 
he had probably owned that tank top since middle school. 

All in all, not at all what Nikki was expecting. 

"Hil" The stranger looked surprised, but still smiled brightly, "Can | help you?" 

For a moment, Nikki couldn't seem to find his words. Then, his eyes drifted over his shoulder, glancing around 
the cluttered but spacious living room with pictures and posters on the wall and a tv surrounded by video 
games in the corner until his eyes landed on the creature that had led him here in the first place. 

Fury reignited in him, he pointed accusingly past the stranger, "Is that your fucking cat?" he snapped out. 
"Uh," blinking in confusion, the other boy followed his hand to look at the cat in question, "yeah? Why?" 
"Because that fucker got my cat pregnant!" Nikki exclaimed. 

"What?! No way!" he looked between him and the cat in disbelief. 

Narrowing his eyes, Nikki crossed his arms, "ls your cat a dude?" 

"Yeah-" 

"Is he fixed?" 

"No, but-" 


"Then guess what! /m now dealing with a fucking vet bill and a knocked up cat all because your cat is a fucking 


tramp!" 


The other man gasped, looking offended and appalled, "Excuse me?? Catrick Stewart has never done anything 
wrong in his /ifel" 


Whatever comeback Nikki had planned was lost as he felt a record scratch in his brain. Closing his eyes, he 
took a deep breath through his nose, "I'm sorry," he spoke slowly, "what did you just say his name is?" 


When he opened his eyes, the stranger had a bright blush on his face, but he still crossed his arms and 
huffed, "It is a strong name fitting for a cat of his level of refinement,” he insisted. 


Nikki knew he was gaping, but he didn't care. This day sucked and this confrontation wasn't making him feel 
better like he hoped it would. He felt like the universe was laughing at him. 


But then again, he thought to himself, what wasn't the universe laughing at him? 


‘Oh my God," he ran his hands through his hair, laughing with a tinge of hysteria, "I can't believe I'm going to 
starve because my cat got knocked up by a fucking pun 


The stranger frowned, face turning serious, "Wait, what?" 


But Nikki ignored him, glaring as he pushed at his chest weakly, "Get your fucking cat fixed, you can obviously 
afford it," he spat out. Turning on his heels, he stormed away, ignoring the voice calling after him. He 


practically ran home. 


He didn't understand it, but it felt like something fragile was cracking in his chest- a helplessness he hadn't felt 
in a while. Or maybe, it occurred to him as he shut the door behind him, he had just been ignoring it. Leaning 
against the door, he slid down until he was sitting on the stained carpet, looking around him at the blank, 
cracked walls and water-damaged ceilings, the furniture he'd dragged out of alleyways before they could be 
hauled to a landfill, the crooked cabinet doors in the kitchen that hid a painful emptiness. 


It'd been a long time since he felt this alone. 


He didn't even realize he was crying until a taste of salt hit his lips, and by then it was too late to hold it back. 


He just let the tears fall, because even though he was used to struggling by himself, it never got any easier. 
Something soft and warm brushed against his side. Looking down, he saw Holly looking up at him, her one blue 
eye bright and warm. She crawled up onto his lap, and Nikki couldn't help but wrap his arms around her gently, 
burying his face in her back and letting his tears soak into the long, soft fur. He held her close, and she stayed 
with him, purring loudly against him until he felt ready to face the world again. 

Sniffling, Nikki lifted his head, smiling shakily as he looked down at his companion. 


"We're gonna be okay, aren't we, girl?" He whispered. She blinked up at him slowly, and he nodded, hugging her a 
little closer. 


"Yeah. We're gonna be just fine. 


NNN NINN 


"Mick, you're a sketchy guy- do you know where | can sell a kidney?" 


The smaller man paused, frozen mid-motion in cleaning the bartop, before slowly turning to narrow his eyes at 


Nikki. 
"What are you, a cop? Fuck off." 


Nikki groaned, leaning heavily against the bar, "Mick, I'm serious. I've got a fucking vet bill to deal with and l'm 
still rationing food from when | needed to get my brakes fixed last month." 


Humming nonchalantly as he returned to his task, Mick glanced at Nikki out of the corner of his eye, wearing 
that expression he got when he wanted to convince you he didn’t care but he actually cared very much, "What 
happened? Holly get into a street fight or something?" 

"Worse," Nikki huffed, putting his chin in his hand, "she's pregnant." 

Mick's eyebrows flew up, "You didn't get her spayed?" 

"Don't even start, I'm already kicking myself," The conversation was cut short as a large group entered the 
bar, Mick and Nikki busying themselves serving drinks and already internally groaning at the rowdy kids that 
would surely only get more annoying the more they drank. Still, Nikki was on his best behavior- good tips were 


more important than ever. 


By the end of the night, as the two bartenders finished cleaning up and breaking down the bar, Nikki was 
twelve kinds of tired. 


Mick looked at him with sympathy. As much as he tried to be a hardass, he had always had a soft spot for 
the kid ever since he'd used a blatantly fake id to get a job at the bar nearly two years ago as a 20-year-old, 
"Hey, why don't you take the next few Saturday shifts." 


Nikki looked up in surprise, "Really? Are you sure?" Saturdays were one of the busiest nights, and thus one of 


the heavier tip days. 


"Yeah, why not," Mick nodded, "You need ‘em more than me, and honestly | could use a few quieter weeks. My 


back has been killing me," he grumbled. 
Smiling sincerely, Nikki gave him a soft punch on the shoulder, "Thanks man, | appreciate it" 
"Yeah, yeah, whatever, now go take the fucking garbage out." 


NNN NINN 


The next morning, Nikki was awoken by a familiar yowling next to his ear. Groaning, he pulled his pillow over his 


head, "Shut up, Holly, I'm not letting you out" A weight settled on his back and the yowling got louder. Huffing, 
he sat up, Holly jumping off him and staring at him judgmentally. 


He glared right back, "Hey, you're the one who got knocked up. This isn't even a punishment, | just can't have 


you out there eating garbage when you're eating for who-knows-how-many?" 


Nikki hated the situation, and the next two months were going to involve a lot of financial gymnastics, and he 
was already frustrated beyond belief, but none of that changed the fact that he was going to do everything in 
his power to make sure his cat and her kittens were taken care of. Fuck feeding himself, he was switching her 


to namebrand cat food as soon as he went to the store. 


Maybe she understood, because the yowling stopped, the tabby moving to curl up on Nikki's lap. As he 
scratched her ears, she started purring contently. Nikki smirked, "Yeah, | love you too, bitch." 


Finally forcing himself to get up, he stretched his arms over his head as he made his way to the kitchen to 
get some coffee started and fill Holly's food dish with fresh wet food. Once they both had their morning fix, 
Nikki wandered into the living room, dropping down onto the couch, stretching his legs in front of him and 
sipping his coffee slowly as he thought about his day. 


His shift wasn't until that night, and he really should go grocery shopping. But first he should actually look 
over that payment plan he'd signed up for at the vet's office and recalculate his budget. He had a credit card 
payment coming up too, fuck. Finishing his coffee, he decided he could allow himself one more mug before 


cranking some tunes and tackling a plan for the next few weeks. 

Suddenly, a loud banging noise had Nikki nearly jumping out of his skin. Shooting up, a voice called out. 

"Hey! Dude!" 

Turning towards the sliding glass door Nikki thought for sure he must be hallucinating. Because there was no 
other explanation for why he was seeing the lanky stranger he had harassed yesterday grinning and waving 


enthusiastically at him from outside the door, a familiar black cat pacing around his legs. 


"Dude!" He gestured at two heavy looking paper bags he held in his arms, "Hey, let me in! | got something for 
you!" 


Blinking slowly, Nikki waited for the hallucination to end. But when the other man didn't disappear in dust and 
smoke, he stood slowly, creeping through the dim room towards the door, his eyes narrowed in suspicion at 


the sunlit stranger. 


"How the fuck did you find out where | live?" He asked through the glass. He wasn't just going to let this 


weirdo into his house without figuring out what the hell was going on. 


"Oh, Catrick showed me," he said casually, pointing at the black cat beside him. Grinning, he raised an eyebrow 


at Nikki, "Thats how you found out where | live, right?" 


Nikki flushed. In his surprise and suspicion he had nearly forgotten that he had been the first one to show up 
unannounced on a stranger's doorstep. He shook his head, crossing his arms with a huff, "Your fucking cat 


needs to learn not to give out personal information so easily." 


To his surprise, the man laughed, a bright and sunny sound that made something tighten in Nikki's chest, but 
not necessarily in a bad way. "Yeah, he really does, the little shit," he smiled down at the cat fondly. Turning 
back to Nikki, he was still smiling, but his voice was gentler, "But seriously, | have some stuff for you," he 
nodded towards the bags in his arms, "Think of it as, like, child support!" 


Barking out a surprised laugh, Nikki hesitated for one more moment before finally giving in. Shaking his head, he 
lifted the security bar from behind the door before flipping the latch, sliding the door open and standing back 
as the black cat darted inside followed by his owner. 


Nikki couldn't help but be a little self-conscious of his living situation, but he shoving the feeling back as the 


other man set the bags down on the kitchen counter before turning and holding his hand out with a wide smile. 
"Im Tommy by the way! We didn't exactly exchange pleasantries yesterday," he teased. 
"Yeah, yeah," he grumbled, taking the offered hand and shaking it firmly, "l'm Nikki.” 


"Nice to meet you!" Tommy's smile was practically blinding. Nikki's kitchen had never been this bright, even 
when all the lightbulbs were working. "Anyway," he continued, "I got you some groceries and stuff. | wasn't 
sure if you had any food allergies or anything, so | got a bunch of different stuff, and anything you don't want 
Ill take. Same with cat food, if there's like, a flavor or something you know she doesn't like, Catrick eats pretty 
much anything." 


Nikki's eyes widened as he looked through the bags. Bread, peanut butter, eggs, milk, apples, frozen vegetables, 
two bags of dry cat food and probably a dozen cans of wet food. There was more, but Nikki took a step back, 
suddenly feeling overwhelmed. It was one thing when he had to fight tooth and nail to get something from 
someone. Being just... given it? Filled him with guilt. 


"Dude, you.." he cleared his throat, trying to keep his cool, "This is awesome, but you really don't have to do 
this. | know I'm the one who showed up and yelled at you, but | was just blowing off steam, honest. You don't 


have to do all this." 


He doesn't know what he's expecting, but it's not for Tommy to shrug nonchalantly, "I know, but | want to. It's 
not fair for you to have to deal with a pregnant cat on your own when my cat is half responsible. So 
seriously, don't worry about it” 


Normally, Nikki's pride might prevent him from accepting something like this. But something about Tommy just 
felt so.. sincere. It didn't feel like charity or pity. Just some weird guy taking responsibility for his wayward 


cat. Nikki could respect that. 
"Well.. thanks," he said, smiling as he gave Tommy a grateful pat on the shoulder. 


"No problem," he beamed. At that moment, Holly wandered into the kitchen, hopping up onto the counter to 
inspect the bags of food. 


"Holly, no!” Nikki slid the bags away from her. The last thing he needed was his cat chewing up the first decent 
food he'd had in ages. 


Tommy gasped excitedly, "Oh, is this the mama-to-be?" he reached out eagerly, but pulled his hand back just 
as fast when the tabby flattened her ears and hissed at him. 


"Hollywood Riot Sixx!" Nikki scolded, putting his hands on his hips, "We do not hiss at the dude giving us bags of 
free food!" 


Watching as the tabby jumped down to run back into the living room, Nikki shook his head with a huff. Turning 
back to Tommy, he found the other man with a hand over his mouth, clearly muffling laughter. 


Nikki immediately narrowed his eyes, "What?" 


Unable to hold it back anymore, Tommy burst into giggles, speaking as best he could between his laughter, 
"You-.. her name is ‘Hollywood'? And her middle name is Rot?" 


"Excuse me, your cat's name is ‘Catrick Stewart!" Nikki exclaimed, "At least her name is actually cool" 
"Catrick Stewart is very cooll" Tommy argued, trying to look serious, but still grinning. 


Something about the easy way Tommy joked and laughed was infectious, and Nikki couldn't help but smile too, 
"You fucking nerd," he shook his head, something like fondness coloring his voice. 


Perhaps having heard his name, Catrick trotted over and, to Nikki's surprise, rubbed against his legs happily. 
"Aw, he likes youl” Tommy grinned. 

"He's just trying to butter me up after he hooked up with my baby," but even as he pretended to scowl, Nikki 
knelt down to scratch the cat under his chin. Glancing back up at Tommy, he impulsively offered, "Hey, do you 
want a beer or something? It's the least | can do since you're helping me out” 


"Uh, it's like llam?" 


Nikki raised an eyebrow, "That doesn't answer my question’ 


Laughing, Tommy nodded, "Fair point. You know what? Sure. Honestly | could always use a drink" 


"Excellent," Nikki went to the fridge to pull out two bottles, "I'm a bartender so alcohol is like, the one thing | 
can offer you." Passing him his drink, they both moved into the living room where Nikki moved to sit on the 
couch. Almost immediately, Catrick hopped up onto his lap, rubbing his face against Nikki's chin, drawing a 
startled laugh from him as he stroked the cat's back. 


Meanwhile, Tommy was kneeling in the center of the room, hand held out in careful determination towards 
Holly, who watched him suspiciously. Tilting his head as the tabby finally stepped forward to sniff his hand, he 


spoke up questioningly, "How'd she lose her eye?" 


Shrugging, Nikki scratched the black cat on his lap under his chin, feeling a gentle purr against his legs, "I 
dunno. It was like that when | found her." 


"Oh, she was a stray?" Nikki nodded, and Tommy asked, "How'd you find her?" 
"Um.." Nikki flushed with embarrassment, "Y'know, | just.. found her wandering around," he explained weakly. He 
couldn't bring himself to admit that in truth, she had found him, that he had been a homeless teen sleeping in 


an alleyway and had woken up to a cat licking his hair and then she simply never left. 


But Tommy accepted his halfhearted answer, grinning widely when Holly finally allowed him to scratch her ears, 


“There, see! I'm not so bad," he cooed at her, "You gotta get used to me, l'm gonna be around for a while." 
Nikki nearly choked on his drink, "Come again?" 
Turning to face him, the younger man pulled out the biggest puppy eyes Nikki had ever seen, "You're going to 


let me help with her, right? Please let me help- She's going to have kittens, Nikki! Kittend Little baby furballs! | 


can't miss that! Plus, Catrick deserves a chance to know his children!" He clasped his hands together, literally 
begging. 


Which was hilarious to Nikki, because he had assumed that once the kid got his sense of responsibility and 
obligation taken care of, he'd be done and gone. But here he was, asking to be allowed to help. 


What a weird dude. 
Huffing out a laugh of disbelief, Nikki shrugged, "Hey, if it means that much to you, I'm not gonna stop you." 


Tommy cheered, which of course sent Holly jumping away. His disappointment quickly turned to exaggerated 
offense when she hopped onto the couch, curling next to Nikki and allowing him to pet both cats at once. 


"No fair!" Tommy whined. 


Nikki only smirked, "Suck it" 


NNN NINN INA 


The next few weeks passed in a blur. Tommy continued to stop by whenever he could, usually bringing little 
treats or toys for Holly, whose belly was slowly filling out, and restocking Nikki's groceries every few days. 
With food taken care of, and working Fridays and Saturdays at the bar, Nikki actually managed to get all his 


bills paid on time, heaving a sigh or relief when the payments all cleared and his account wasn't overdrawn. 


He felt a little bad that there wasn't more he could give in return, but Tommy seemed thrilled enough at 
getting free drinks, plus just being allowed to hang around, so he tried not to worry about it too much. 


Weirdly enough, Nikki realized that he and Tommy were actually becoming friends. It didn't fully hit him until he 
showed up at the bar during Nikki's shift. At first he had assumed he was just cashing in on the free drinks 
he offered, but he insisted on paying, tipping him and Mick generously and hanging around for almost two 
hours just chatting and joking around. When he finally took off, waving enthusiastically as he did, Mick raised an 
eyebrow at Nikki. 


"Well, you two are certainly getting... friendly." 

"Um, yeah, | guess,” Nikki replied in consideration, "Holly's warmed up to him, so he can't be that bad, y'know?" 
"Uh-huh." 

"What?" 

"Nothing." 

"What? 

Mick smirked, walking away to refill a guest's drink, "Nothing at all." 

Nikki huffed, but Mick was always being weird, so he let it slide. 

Things got a little more interesting a few days later. Despite Nikki's house being a complete shithole, that was 
where he and Tommy mostly hung out, Catrick following him over to curl up with Holly who was still on house 
arrest. But on this evening, about an hour after Tommy had left, Nikki was listening to music and messing on 

his phone when he noticed something laying on the floor by the front door. Closer inspection revealed it to be 
a wallet with a driver's license in it for one Tommy Lee. 

Rolling his eyes at the absent minded boy, Nikki headed out to return the item. Walking to the other side of 


the hill and knocking on Tommy's door, he figured it would only take a minute- just return the wallet and then 
head back home. No big deal. 


That plan was thrown off the minute the door was opened by a short young man with blonde hair and bright 
white pants. For a horrifying moment Nikki was afraid he had knocked on the wrong door. 


But before he could backtrack, the other man's eyes brightened mischievously, "No way," he drawled with a 


slow smirk, "You must be Nikki." 
Nikki crossed his arms, narrowing his eyes, "And who the hell are you?" 


"Tommy never mentioned me? I'm hurt," he put a hand over his heart dramatically, but he was still smiling, 


‘lm Vince, Tommy's roommate, and the guy who's been hearing all about you." 
Raising an eyebrow, Nikki's voice was heavy with suspicion, "Excuse me?" 
"Oh yeah," Vince laughed, leaning against the doorframe, eyes glinting as he spoke, "he hasn't shut up about 


you. Nikki this, and Nikki that. Fuck dude, | recognized you immediately just from how often he talks about all 
the things about you that make him h-" 


As he spoke, Tommy suddenly rushed up behind him, frantically slapping one hand over Vince's mouth while the 
other wrapped around his waist. Vince made a muffled noise of indignity as Tommy lifted him completely off 
the ground, the blonde flailing and struggling as Tommy laughed nervously, his face bright red. 


"Nikki! Hil What are you doing here? | hope Vince wasn't bothering you too much hahaha" 

"Um..." Nikki looked between the two of them, "You left this at my place," he held out the wallet. 

"Oh! Thanks!" Tommy reluctantly set Vince back on the ground so he could take the item back. 

"Right. Uh, I'll see you then-" Nikki took a few steps back, still reeling from the whole situation 

Before he could get far though, Vince finally escaped, freeing himself to call out, "Hey dude! You should stick 
around a hang out! We were just gonna play some Mario Kart and it gets boring kicking Tommy's ass all the 
time." 


Without even thinking, Nikki snorted, "Oh, so you wanted to get your ass kicked instead?" 


‘Oh, Tommy, | Ake this guy," Vince grinned, elbowing the still flushed Tommy in the side. With that, the two 


roommates ushered Nikki inside. 


"| would have invited you over sooner," Tommy shrugged, "But someone can be a little bitch sometimes, so-" 


he glared petulantly at the blonde, who merely laughed and flipped him off. 


Keeping his word, Nikki did indeed kick Vince's ass at Mario Kart. The demand for a rematch turned into the 


three boys breaking out some beers and rifling through their collection for more games that Vince could 


challenge him to. Tommy was careful to always sit between Nikki and Vince, always ready to smother the 
smaller boy mid sentence every now and then. Nikki didn't get it, but apparently the two of them were high 
school buddies, so maybe it was just some weird inside joke. 

"You know, it's Vince's fault | never got Catrick fixed," Tommy complained at one point. 


"Oh please, you can't keep blaming me for that!" Vince shoved his shoulder. 


But Tommy continued, "I was going to, honest! But then this fucker started going on about ‘how would you feel 
if someone chopped your nuts off in your sleep? and | just couldn't do it!" 


"Oh my God," Nikki pinched the bridge of his nose, "Just for that, /m going to chop your nuts off in your 


sleep." 

"Noll" 

Vince howled with laughter. 

When Nikki finally left, pleasantly buzzed and having played video games he didn't even know existed, Vince 
waved his fingers at him, "Don't be a stranger now~." Tommy blushed next to him and quickly shoved him back 
into the house. Nikki just shook his head and hiked back to his side of the hill. 

Weird dudes. 

Before either of them knew it, six weeks passed, until one morning Nikki was frantically calling Tommy. 

"Dude, | think it's happening!" 

Tommy ran to his house in record time. 

One of the gifts Tommy had brought along earlier in the month had been a plush cat bed, which Holly had 
immediately dragged into one of the empty cupboards under the sink in the kitchen. That was where she was 


now. 


"She was pacing around and meowing like crazy earlier," Nikki explained, crouching in the corner of the kitchen 


and looking into the open cupboard anxiously. 


"Holy shit, | can't believe it!” Tommy knelt down beside him. On the counter above them was a bowl of warm 
water, a towel, and a few old t-shirts. Both of them had looked up everything they could to try to be ready 
for this day. Now all they had to do was wait. 


So they waited. 

And waited. 

And waited. 

Holly shifted around on her bed, and they could see her stomach clenching, but nothing was happening. 
Biting his lip, Tommy turned towards Nikki, "Dude..." 

Nikki was chewing on his nails as he shook his head, "It's not supposed to take this long." 


‘Maybe it was a false alarm? Maybe she's not actually in labor yet?" Tommy's voice was unconvincing even to 


his own ears. 

Standing abruptly, Nikki practically ran to grab his phone, "I'm calling the vet" 

Half an hour later, he was gently loading Holly into her cat carrier and Tommy was volunteering to drive. Nikki 
gave him directions absently, staring down at the carrier in his lap and whispering soothing words to the cat 
within it. When they arrived, luckily the office wasn't particularly busy, so Nikki was able to go in right away, 
leaving Tommy waiting anxiously in the waiting room. It couldn't have been more than ten minutes when the 
other man returned, but to Tommy it felt like ages. 

"Hey, is she alright?" He asked as he jumped to his feet. 


Nikki was tapping his fingers against his legs rapidly as he answered, "They're going to try to assist her, and 
hopefully she won't need surgery or anything, but." he trailed off with a shrug. 


Tommy nodded and tried to smile encouragingly, "Hey, I'm sure she'll be fine. She's in good hands now, yeah?" 
"Yeah.." Nikki replied softly. Then he turned and walked towards the door, "I need a smoke." 

As he left, Tommy followed after him, figuring he definitely wouldn't mind a smoke right now either. Standing a 
few feet away from the building, they both lit up their cigarettes, smoking in silence for a few minutes. 
Tommy was about halfway through his first cigarette when Nikki was moving on to his second. 

Looking at the other man in concern, Tommy spoke softly, "Hey. Are you alright?" 

Exhaling shakily, Nikki clenched his eyes shut as he ground out, "No" 

He shoved his cigarettes back into his pocket as he turned to face Tommy, face caught somewhere between 


frustration and sorrow, "No, I'm not fucking alright, Tommy! That's-" his voice cracked, and he scrubbed his 


hands over his face roughly, "That's my caf And.. and she's all I've got," he admitted softly, "It's been just the 


two of us for so long. She's the only thing thats kept me from losing my fucking mind through all the endless 
bullshit! Because even when | had fucking nothing at least | had Holly, y'know? And now.." he dropped his head, 
hands shaking at his side as he whispered, "I don't know what I'll do if something happens to her." 


Part of him was ashamed when he felt tears start dripping down his face, and he half expected Tommy to 


start laughing at him. But instead, he felt long, lean arms wrap around him, pulling him into a warm, firm chest. 
"She's gonna be fine, dude," Tommy whispered into his hair, rubbing his back softly even as he tightened his 
grip on the other man, "And even /f something happened.. you're not alone, man. You're not dealing with this on 


your own anymore." 


Nikki choked out a sob and then he couldn't hold back anymore, reaching out to cling desperately to Tommy's 
back, allowing himself to be held together by someone else for the first time in a very, very long time. 


And Tommy let him, only hesitating for the briefest moment before placing a soft kiss on his wild black hair. 
"We're in this together now, dude. I'm right here with you, no matter what." 


NNN NINN 


Forty-five minutes later, when Nikki was called back into the office, he laced his fingers with Tommy's and 
tugged him along with him. 


"Vince, help me out here! Nikki keeps shooting down all my name ideas!" 

"He wanted to name one of the girls Catricial" 

"We agreed that you would name the boys and | would name the girls!" 

| have to step in! Think of the children, T-Bone! They're going to get bullied by all the other cats!" 


"Oh my God, you two are worse than middle aged married couples," Vince laughed, dangling a string with a 


feather on the end in front of one of the more adventurous kittens, luring it towards him with a wide grin. 


Tommy had spent every possible moment of the last two weeks at Nikki's house with the kittens. The 
previously empty home now felt full, with Catrick and Hollywood curled up together on a large cat bed with 
their kittens around them. Holly had given birth to four pitch black kittens, two boys and two girls. It was hard 
to tell so early, but it looked like three of them would be long hair, with one of the girls being short hair. One 
of the boys was crawling around Vince to bat clumsily at the colorful toy. 


As for the other three.. 


"Mick, this is ridiculous, it's like they're perfectly camouflaged on you!" 
The older man barely suppressed a grin. He was wearing all black, as he usually did, and the result was that at 
certain angles it was difficult to see the three kittens crawling around in his lap, "At least | won't have to 


worry about using a lint roller or some shit," he grumbled. 


"That's actually not a bad strategy. | still can't believe Vince still wears white after living with Catrick for so 


long." 

"Some of us are dedicated to our style!" 

Laughing, the four men hung out for a few more hours, eventually leaving the cats alone to curl up together 
and rest while they drank and argued about everything from music to cat names. Eventually, Vince had to 
leave for work, giving Tommy a pat on the back and a wink on his way out, but Nikki was used to his weird 
shit by now. Mick decided to head out soon after, but before he did, he pulled Nikki aside. 


"What are you guys planning on doing with the kittens, anyway?" 


Nikki shrugged, "Well, they have to stay with Holly until they're like, ten weeks old or some shit. After that, | 
dunno, probably post fliers and try to find some good homes for them." 


Mick nodded quietly. Then, after a long moment of silence, he looked up, "Can | have them?" 

Nikki felt his eyebrows shoot up to his hairline, "You want them?" 

"Yeah." 

"All of them?" 

"Yeah." 

" Seriously?" 

"Yoo" 

"You're not going to like, use them for a ritual or something are you?" 

"Oh for fucks sake," Mick rolled his eyes. 

"lim kidding, l'm kidding," Nikki laughed, holding his hands up in surrender, "It's just surprising is all. But sure, 


man. Once they're old enough they're all yours. It's perfect cause then | get to come over and bug you all the 
time to visit them," he smirked. 


"I knew telling you where | lived was a bad idea," Mick grumbled, but he still looked pleased. 


After he left, Nikki told Tommy about the new development, and the lanky boy threw his arms up in 


excitement, "Fuck yes! Now we don't have to give them to strangers! And we can visit them all the time!" 
"That's what | said!" Nikki laughed as Tommy crashed into him in an enthusiastic hug. Ever since the day at the 
vet, they'd been closer than ever, hugging and goofing off and spending most of their free time together. Nikki 


didn't even stress when he got the second vet bill- he knew he wasn't dealing with it alone. 


So maybe he should have been less surprised when Tommy pulled back just enough to kiss him firmly on the 
lips. 


Still, he certainly wasn't surprised when he found himself kissing back 


When they finally broke to breathe, they both couldn't help but laugh giddily. "I've wanted to do that since the 
day we met," Tommy admitted. 


"The day | followed your cat to your house and yelled at you?" Nikki raised an eyebrow. 

"Hey, its not my fault you're hot when you're angry." 

"Oh shut up!" 

"Make me." 

Nikki kissed him again. And again, and again, and ran his fingers through his hair, and convinced him to spend 
the night. They laid on the couch tangled in each other's arms, and Nikki didn't think he'd ever felt less alone 


then he did in that moment, with the sound of Tommy's heartbeat under his ear and the occasional patter of 
little paws in the dark 


